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marvelous Halloween! 


"Sam, wait--ah, fuck" Stopping in his tracks as the jagged metal fence, a nearly person-sized hole cut through 
it, clung to Danny's sleeve, threatening to tear it. "Stop--just wait," he ordered, eyes darting ahead to try and 
make out Sam's shape in the pitch black 


Sam turned around, also blinking to try and see Danny. The silver of the fence was more obvious, so his eyes 


followed that to Danny's arm, crooked and stuck. "You good?" 


"No, as a matter of fact, I'm not," came the irritated reply. Sam heard the fence rattling and another 
muttered curse, then Danny was stumbling forward, hands flying to Sam's shoulders. "There you are. | can 


barely see, Sam." 


"Just a little further, then we can use the flashlights," Sam assured his partner in crime--literally. Even 


though they hadn't cut that hole in the fence, it was still breaking and entering into a cemetery after hours. 


Trespassing. And it wasn't like they were lb anymore--they were adults, and adults faced real consequences. 
That was something Danny wasn't forgetting, but Sam had compartmentalized his thoughts enough to leave 


that one tucked away for now. 


Danny's hands were still tight on Sam's shoulders. The earth below felt too soft, too unreliable. At least even 


with Sam's chaos, he was still a grounding presence. "Why are we doing this?" 


"The urban legends. The cult,” Sam replied, turning away to move forward, taking Danny's hand in his own. He 
would be his guide. His own eyes had adjusted, for the most part, to the sliver of moonlight and faint 
smattering of stars; still, he walked swiftly but carefully, relying more so on feeling than on sight to avoid the 
fallen headstones and very trippable dips in the ground. "Remember where it all supposedly takes place? The 
Devil's Bowl? We're going to find it" 


Why had Danny agreed to such a stupid idea? Oh, right--it was Sam's idea And a lot of Sam's ideas seem good 
when they're both drunk and stoned and in need of some kind of adventure, an adventure entirely of their own 
choosing. Literally, it was an idiotic, risky choose~your-own-Halloween-adventure. "Right, but then what? What 


if there isa cult there, sacrificing crows or cats or drinking pig's blood, or whatever they do?" 


Sam laughed. "There's not going to be a cult there. At least, no dudes in hooded black robes drinking blood. 
Come on, Daniel" He tugged Danny forward, stepping along the base of the little valley until they were on 


gravel, a curved stretch of road between two big mounds of graves sprawling before them. 
"I already know we're gonna get lost," Danny warned in Sam's ear, stepping up to be at his side. 


"Nah," Sam said, as confident as ever, graveyard or no graveyard. He moved forward again, sneakers crunching 
over the gravel, and grabbed the pocket-sized flashlight from his hoodie, turning it on and shining it on the 


signs down at the next meeting of roads. "We're on Indian Trail and Bluebell Road. Remember that" 
Danny stared at the signs, trying to imprint them in his mind. "So where to next? We don't even have a map." 


Sam shuffled in his pockets again, pulling out a pamphlet, slick and shiny in the moonlight. "Wrong again, Dariel. | 
came prepared." He opened it up and held his flashlight over it. "Okay, so the Devil's Bowl isn't on the map." 
Danny scoffed, and Sam gave his ankle a light kick. "Stop it. It's not on the map, but remember, it's right by 
that big fountain? That's on the map." 


"How far?" Danny asked, inspecting the map for himself. The place was massive, sprawling with plots, and it all 
seemed so imposing in the dark. It was dead quiet, no sound whatsoever, and while he wasn't particularly 
worried about ghosts, he was worried about creeps prowling around, the police ambushing them, and also still 
worried about the possibility of some insane, violent cult performing some heinous ritual right in the spot they 


were headed to. 


Danny could hear the smirk in Sam's voice as he answered: "Kind of far." So Sam was enjoying torturing him. 


Danny pinched his side. "You're the worst. What if we get caught?" 
Sam snorted. "We won't get caught. You think the cops don't have anything better to do?" 
"No, honestly, | don't” 


That made Sam laugh. He hooked his arm in Danny's and started to lead the way, turning the flashlight off. 
"Maybe you're right about that. But we'll be fine. Besides, you think any cop could really catch us? We're fast" 


"Okay, that's a fair point," Danny agreed, feeling a little better since they were at least sticking to a road and 
not tumbling through tombstones. He held Sam's arm even tighter and ended up leading more than following 
with his slightly bigger strides, plus the new fuel of assurance and confidence from Sam that was, Danny had 


to admit, often infectious. 


It was still spooky. The winding gravel road weaved between hills and valleys and the pair was quiet as they 
walked, really stalked, through the old and weathered cemetery. The tops of the hills loomed over them in 
silence and shallow fear prickled up Danny's spine; he kept expecting to see a pair of eyes in the dark up there, 
or to see a blur of a shadow slither past a mausoleum. Thankfully, he saw none of that, but the creepiness 


followed with each step, this weight that couldn't be shaken 


Sam didn't want to--wasn't going to--admit it, but he was pretty spooked himself. Total silence felt better 
when it wasn't taking place in the middle of a place where thousands of corpses and skeletons were mere feet 
below him, below each and every step. He clung to Danny, his rock, as they moved through the thick darkness, 
both of them turning at every foreign sound that intercepted the silence, each sound unexplainable without 


sight but probably, hopefully, innocent and benevolent. 


"So lets say we get to this place and there és a cult," Danny proposed, his quiet voice looping to Sam's hyper- 
aware ears. "What do we do? | have a pocket knife but they would probably have like, cleavers and big knives- 


Sam laughed. "I'm pretty sure we could outrun them, too. They'd trip on their own fuckin’ robes." 


Danny unhooked their arms and slid his hand down Sam's wrist, grabbing for his hand instead. There was no 
way he was going to disconnect anytime soon. As much as strange, glowing eyes and shadow figures freaked 
him out, he knew other people were the scariest possible things they could run into. "If we hear chanting, l'm 


out." 


"lm cool with that. Chanting, music, the sound of something--or someone--being slaughtered--we bolt" Sam 
slid his free hand into his hoodie pocket, making sure the map was still there. "We run towards the road, hop 
the fence. That'd be the quickest way out." 


Danny halted the two of them in the middle of the path, the cool breeze drifting over his face like a warning. 
"Wait, is the Devil's Bowl by a road" 


Sam chuckled and Danny could see the glimmer of a smirk in the faint blue light. "Yes, Daniel, kind of by a road. 
So | think that lessens the chance of a cult hanging around there." 


"But it increases the chances of someore else spotting us," Danny replied, reaching in his back pocket for his 
own little flashlight. "Where are we right now?" 


"Not there yet," Sam chirped, though he could have sworn he heard something shuffling behind them. He willed 
himself to ignore it. "We'll know when we find it. It's literally like, this huge crater in the ground’ 


"Oh, great,” Danny snorted, safely securing the flashlight, still off, in his free hand. "Something to fall right into. 


Disappear into. Never be seen again" 


"We'll be fine. We're just gonna check it out. Its Halloween," Sam reminded him. "Maybe we'll, | don't 
know, experience something in it." 


Danny obliged to Sam's next steps, settling back into a pace beside him. "Experience what?" Whatever it might 
be, he sensed they were getting closer and closer--he could see street lights glowing faintly in the distance, 


partially obscured by tall, black trees. 


“Something, y'know, scary," Sam told him, eyes darting to the side. "If Jake can see ghosts, why can't we?" He 
could still hear something shuffling behind them, as if whatever it was was literally following them. But Danny 
showed no signs of noticing the sound--it must have been in Sam's head. He shook it off again, squeezing 
Danny's warm hand as they carried on, the gravel crunching beneath their sneakers, the breeze swirling 
around their hair, tickling their faces. The air smelled cold; it smelled like dead leaves and dirt, like stone and 
wet grass. No stench of death though--at least they were spared that, though the knowledge that they were 


trodding over one giant death pit never relented. 


It wasn't actually long before they came across another curve in the road, this one deeper, like it was hugging 
something--and it was. Sam and Danny paused at the base of it, peering ahead into darkness, eyes widening to 
inspect what the road was cradling. 


"What is that?" Danny whispered, pointing to some unidentifiable shape, just large enough to be imposing. It was 
clearly not a living thing, but it didn't look like a mausoleum or a tombstone of any kind. 


Sam clicked his flashlight on and pointed it right at the thing. "It's the fountain" He exhaled, his heart 
hammering just a bit, and swept the flashlight down, slowly panning it closer to where they stood. "So the 
Devil's Bowl should be right around here." 


"No cult," Danny sighed. "Thank God." He still gripped Sam's hand tighter, both of their palms sweaty, practically 


sticking together even without each other's intentional grasp. 


"No cult," Sam affirmed, bringing the stark light down, to the left, where it illuminated another curve, a thick 
curve of dirt and smattering of grass and brush, and then a half-buried tombstone, tilted at an angle. "Hey, 
look--I think we found it” He let go of Danny's hand and stepped to the edge, the toes of his sneakers hanging 
over the empty space. It wasn't a far drop down, maybe two and a half feet, but it was still imposing. Shining 
the light around the whole circle, he could see how huge the "bowl" really was, how its curvature shoved full- 
bodied trees out of the way at odd angles, how the graves around it looked so out of place, how the bones 


below must just be absolutely everywhere, coffins askew. 
Danny met Sam's side again. The flashlight gave such a limited view, but at least he 


could see there was no one lurking below, no dead animals, no skeletal remains sticking out of the dirt. Still, the 
whole thing felt foreboding in a way, like this "Devil's Bowl" was an entity in and of itself and like, if they 


stepped inside, they'd be swallowed down forever. 
"Come on," Sam urged, taking one big step down, leaving Danny up on the edge. 


"We found it. Isn't it time we move on?" Danny replied, but he followed anyway, glancing up towards the distant 
streetlights once he was down in the pit. The fact that it was largely so empty was giving him the creeps. 
Besides the few scattered graves around the top edge, there were only a handful of other graves in the 


actual bowl, also scattered around, like no one had a real place, no one was meant to be together. 


"So who are these people?" Danny asked, taking out his flashlight, stepping over to one lopsided, half-buried 
tombstone along the edge. "Or ‘were, | guess. They must have died a long time ago." Even creepier--none of 
the tombstones in the bowl were at all legible, all the carvings and etchings into the stones long eroded away, 
leaving mostly blank, cold slates. Nameless. Dateless. The night wind carried itself over again and Danny 
shuddered. He kind of wished he and Sam were back home already, watching campy horror movies and stuffing 


their faces with leftover candy. 


"Man, it's pretty spooky here," Sam said, scanning his own light over the other tombstones, ready to admit 
that the situation he'd put the two of them in was maybe a little beyond normal Halloween hijinks. "Totally 
barren. | guess if | were in a cult, this Æ where l'd make sacrifices." He whipped his head around to look out 
into the dark, back toward the fountain--there was that shuffling sound again, clear as the day that was 


many hours away, loud and somehow, to him, aggressive. "Danny, what the fuck" 


Instantly a little alarm went off in Danny's head. If Sam was scared, it was serious. He gripped his flashlight 
hard and took two big steps to meet Sam's side. "What?" He didn't hear anything, didn't see anything. But his 


mind was so caught up in the idea of getting caught, much of everything else was clouded. 


Sam grabbed Danny's forearm. "Do you hear that?" It was still there, coming from the same vague spot. Close 
and loud enough to be concerning, but it didn't sound like it had moved. Hopefully. "That shuffling sound, like-- 


like something in the leaves." 


Danny paused, trying to somehow tune his ears in the direction of Sam's gaze. Silence for a few seconds and 
then there was something--something dry, like swirling dead leaves, like bird wings rubbing together, like insects 


congregating. Something, whatever it was, that made his skin crawl. 
"We're out," Danny said, no longer whispering but announcing. "Let's go." 


‘Ive been hearing it the entire time," Sam whispered back, digging his nails into Danny's arm. "Like its been 


following us." 
Dread pooled in Danny's stomach. "Don't say that. It's in your imagination" 


"You heard it too!" Sam hissed loudly, and both of them turned again at the sound of that dead, dry shuffling 


only a few feet away now. 


"We have a tour to finish," Danny said, starting to pull Sam away, taking big steps. "I'm not dying in this 


graveyard." 


"Fine, fuck it, we're out," Sam agreed, lunging forward to take the lead. Both flashlights were shining on the 
ground as their backs were turned to the sound; he tried to ignore it as he gripped Danny's hand tight, feeling 
with his feet for when the hard ground would climb up and they'd have to clamber out of the basin. Panic 


surged up his spine when Sam could find no edge, no curve of dirt, no end to the pit they were in 
Danny noticed, too. "Where is it? Where's the ledge, the edge, whatever?" 
"| don't know!" Sam yelped. "We didn't go that far." 


There really was no way in hell Danny was going to let either of them get trapped in a graveyard overnight, 
certainly not with some mystery noise tailgating them along the way. He returned Sam's death grip on his hand 
and tried to breathe, trusting in his flashlight and that they had probably just strayed further into the pit 
than they'd realized. The edge was there, somewhere, and the road above was waiting for them to get back on 


it. 


It felt like much longer than it was, but they did reach the edge, bumping into the dip of dirt that was cool 
and damp against their thighs. It felt like it had come out of nowhere. Danny climbed up first, yanking Sam up 
after him, all the while whatever sound had been coming from the depth of the dark had quieted, or so it 
seemed. They stood on the edge once more, looking down into the Devil's Bowl with their flashlight little beams 
the only light in the dark. 


"We didn't go that far," Sam said again, chest heaving, adrenaline pumping. "We were still right at the edge, 
right? Why did it feel like we moved--moved so far away?" 


"I don't know, Sam," Danny said, taking his hand again. "But I'm not sticking around here to find out. We saw it, 


wet went in, we heard some weird shit. | just wanna go home and stick my whole face into a bag of candy 


corn." 


They walked back briskly, almost on the verge of a jog, making them start to pant once more. The flashlights 
bobbed with their strides, the gravel crunching a much more welcome sound now that they were headed back. 
Sam didn't feel anything else anymore other than Danny's hand in his and the fear that had morphed into 
delirious delight, almost pride--they'd broken into a haunted cemetery, really haunted, and lived to tell the tale. 


Josh and Jake would be so jealous. 


"You're pretty hot when you're scared," Sam said between breaths. He couldn't see much of Danny but it was 
still the truth. There was something else they'd both want besides candy corn, tharks to all that adrenaline. 


Danny had to laugh. "You're the only one I'd want to get sacrificed with, Sam." 


Thank God it hadn't come to that. Sam managed to lift Danny's hand up to his mouth and kiss his knuckles, taut 
and rigid in his own hand. "Right back at ya, Daniel." 


